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CEDAR HILL 

BY KATHARINE LEE BATES 



Wearily up the unfamiliar way, 
A traveller that cannot cease to crave 
The happiness your welcome ever gave, 
I come, Beloved, at the ebb of day, 
To keep my promised tryst with your far grave. 

The sunset lingers on the serried stones 

Of your home-gathering kindred, those who quaffed 

Life's fullest cup, and babies epitaphed 

For love, not deeds. Fluting his twilight tones 

A robin perches on the tapering shaft. 

O ashes, memory of mortal love, 

Sealed in your urn beneath the greensward, pure 

From all disease and all decay, secure 

From evil, what am I to weep above 

Your beautiful and tranquil sepulture? 

The shadowy cedars climb the hill, all rife 
With whispers, that are less the wings of birds 
And stir of sprays than murmurous, dim words. 
Ah, death may comprehend them, but not life, 
Dark embryo that still the shell engirds. 

The two tall, sentinel white birches sift 
The soft blue skylight through serrated leaves, 
Lest shadow should too soon, too deeply drift 
Between your silence and my heart that heaves 
With its vain longing, while the quails uplift 

Their ringing calls from the dusk fields below, 
Heralds of joy on very edge of night. 
The eternal tide of stars begins to flow, 
Flecking the gloom with points of golden light, 
And I, whose task is long, arise and go. 

Is it you that follow me and fold me fast 
With your old comfort, quieting the strife 
Of stormy pulses, as in sorrows past? 
There is no sorrow but is peace at last. 
God grant there be no death that is not life! 



